Ixviii    CHAUCER'S FLOWER AND THE LEAF.

The nightingale with so niery a note

Answered him, that all the woock rong                    100

So sodainly, that, as It were a sote,

1 stood astonied ,* so was I with the song

Thorow ravished, that till late and longe,

Ne wist I In what place I was,, ne where;

And ay, me thought^ she song even by mine ere.

Wherefore about I waited busily,

On every side, if that I her mightc see;

And, at the last, I gan full well asple

Where she sat in a fresh grene laurer tree,

On the further side, even right by me,                     11C)

That gave so passing a delicious smell,,

According to the eglentere full well.

Whereof I hadtfe so inly great pleasure,
That, as me thought, I surely ravished was
Into Paradice, where as my desire
Was for to be, and no ferther to passe
As for that day; and on the sote grasse
1 sat me downe; for, as for mine entenl,
The birdrfes song was more convenient,

And more plensaunt to me by many fold,                120

Than meat or drhiko, or any other thing.

Thereto the herber was so fresh and cold,

The wholesome savours eke so comforting,

That, as I denied*?,, sith the beginning

Of thz'fe world was never seeno or than

So pleasaunt a ground of none earthly man.

And as I sat, the birdies harkcniug thus,

Me thoughts that I hearck voices sodainly,

The most sweetest and most delicious

That ever any wight, I trow truly,                       130

Heard in here life ; for sothc the armony

And sweet accord was in so good musike,

That the voices to angels most was like.

And at the last, out of a grove fasle by,

That was right goodly and pleasant to sight,

I sie where there came, singing lustily,

A world of ladies; but, to tell aright

Here grcte beau tie, It heth not in my might,

No here array ; neverthelesse I shalle

Telk' you a part, though 1 speake not of sille,         1 SO